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" It's true, mummy, and they killed all our chickens,
ever}^ one of them ! "
Polya grew animated ; her little black eyes glittering, she
began to tell how the Red soldiers had come into the yard,
how they had caught the chickens and ducks, how granny
Ilinichna had asked them to spare a yellow cock with ^
frost-bitten comb for breeding purposes, and how a merry
Red Army man had answered, swinging the cock in his
hand: " This cock, old woman, has crowed against the
Soviet regime, and so we've sentenced him to death ! You
can ask as much as you like, but we're going to make soup
of him, and we'll leave you our old felt boots in exchange."
Throwing out her arms, little Polya added .
" That's'how big the felt boots were that they left. Huge
ones, just huge, and all in holes."
Laughing and weeping, Natalia caressed the children and,
not removing her rapturous eyes from her daughter, joyously
whispered:
" Ah, my Gregorys girl 1 My Gregorys true daughter.
You're exactly like your father, down to the last drop of
your blood/'
" But am I like him ? " Mishatka asked jealously, and
timidly leaned against his mother.
" Yes, you're like him too.  Only, remember:  when you
grow up you're not to be such a bad lot as your father. . . ."
" But is he a bad lot ?   How is he a bad lot ? " Polya
showed signs of interest.
A shade of sorrow fell across Natalia's face. She did not
answer, but rose with difficulty from the bench.
Ilinichna,    who    was    in    the    room,    turned    away"*
discontentedly. But, no longer listening to the children's talk,
Natalia stood at the window and gazed long at the closed
shutters of the Astakhovs'  hut,  sighing and  agitatedly
fiddling with the strings of her faded bodice.
Next day she awoke at dawn, rose quietly in order not to
disturb the children, washed, and took a clean shirt, a short
jacket and a white kerchief out of the chest. She was visibly
agitated and, by the way she had dressed, by her preservation
of a mournful and forbidding silence, Ilinichna guessed
her daughter-in-law was going to visit the grave of
grandfather Grishaka.
" Where are you off to ? " the old woman deliberately